THR BEGINNINGS OF WATERLOO? *

IT WAS A BOY, BARELY TWENTY-THREE YEARS OLD, WHO

with beating heart was walking through the long
corridors of the Air Ministry. He did not know what
he had to do in this labyrinthine building. He had
been given the order to report himself in Room 93 :
what could they want with him ? He did not even
belong to Berlin, but had had to travel here with his
belongings from Saxony.

Could it be really true what he had been told when
he left Dresden ? Might it be farewell for ever ?

With mingled feelings of fear and curiosity he
knocked on the door of Room 93. " Gome in," a cold
voice sounded. " Heil Hitler," he heard himself say;
and afterwards he did not quite know what had
happened. Someone had spoken to him a long way off
and given an order; then the door had opened and
the supreme head for the air had come in and clapped
him good-humouredly like a father on the shoulder
and so he was allowed to go.

It was only gradually when he had reached the
street that he came to himself. The man who had
clapped him on the shoulder had been no other than
Goring, who had come into the room ; and the cold
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